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I had always wanted to see this famous Scala Theatre, which is said to have the largest stage in the world and where so many noted singers have attained their first fame. At first the building is disappointing if compared with the elaborate decoration of the Paris Opera House or others in Vienna or Berlin, for it is spacious, but plain.
The Royal Box in which we sat was directly opposite the stage on a mezzanine floor, and afforded a wonderful view of the great interior. There were many flowers and flags, and the uniforms worn by the men, and the handsome gowns and jewels of the women, stood out against the not overdecorated walls of the house. The audience rose when we entered, and gave us an unforgettable welcome, calling "Speech, speech". My husband thanked them in a few words, expressing our pleasure at being there.
When the great curtain was lifted revealing the depth of the stage it was like looking down a long vista. Again the audience rose when the American and Italian national airs were sung by a huge chorus. One or two solos followed, and then the great opera of Aida was given with the finest effect I have ever seen. The promise to have a "sacred concert" had been filled in letter, but not in spirit, for Aida could hardly be put under that title. But it was such a magnificent spectacle I have always been glad they did it. Secretly, I think my husband was too; and he made no comment regarding the elastic fulfillment of their promise. After leaving Milan we spent the next day in Turin where Mr. Wilson made five addresses.
After an official lunch my husband was given a degree at the University of Turin. He delighted the students by putting on one of their blue caps and wearing it while making his speech of appreciation. How young and virile he looked as he stood there!
But the most picturesque feature of our visit was the gathering of more than a thousand mayors from Piedmont to greet the President. They came from the hills, the fields